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  They say he saved up the money to open the shop during his time in the service, and I 
know he exhibits a zealous work ethic, as I myself have often observed him washing cars, 
patching tires, and moving furniture at night. But I cannot for the life of me begin to deduce how 
he managed to obtain all of those minerals, gems and stones. His collection is truly spectacular, 
they tell me, containing a wonderful sampling of some of the more common stones and minerals 
along with some very exquisite and rare pieces. He has geodes, a beautiful hunk of smoky quartz, 
plenty of staurolite, known commonly as fairy crosses, and various and sundry other pieces that 
just don’t seem like they would be found in the collection of such a young man.  
 In fact, such a collection proves utterly astounding, as the new purveyor of the Robertson 
Rock Shop seems to be a man of little formal education and no apparent breeding or manners 
whatsoever. They tell me he is a local boy, born and bred here, and I would not doubt that fact 
after hearing him speak and watching him spit tobacco juice.  I never encountered him during my 
time teaching science at Ball Ground school though I suppose that should be no surprise if he 
was in the service for the last three years. He has, it is clear, retained his unrefined manner of 
speech and action due to the halting of his education. He had probably already abandoned his 
attempt at formal schooling by the time I got here, almost six years ago in the summer of ’42. It 
matters not, though, as I will never darken the door of his shop again. 
 While I understand that many of Ball Ground’s esteemed citizens cut their educations 
short to pursue other avenues quite early in life, it still surprises me greatly that this young man 
did not develop at least a more developed sense of decency and decorum. I’ve found most of the 
townspeople agreeable, though perhaps uneducated, but this young man shares none of the 
friendly amiability that marks most residents of Ball Ground. 
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 Now before you accuse me of being an elitist or a sufferer of sour-grapes syndrome over 
the superior quality of some rube’s collection, know this: I have reason to bemoan Robertson’s 
lack of civility, as his uncouth and boorish ways embarrassed me greatly in front of my students 
one day last fall.  
 It was a fine September day, and as my classroom was one of the four new rooms being 
built for this school year, I had to take my students out of the room so some minor repairs could 
be made to the new lighting system. Being such a glorious day, I decided against beginning the 
new, difficult unit on inorganic compounds and decided to use our unforeseen displacement from 
the classroom as a chance for an impromptu learning experience.  
 I had heard that an enterprising young man had opened a “Rock Shop” in town, and 
though I’d not visited yet nor met the proprietor, I assumed that this might be a wonderful chance 
for many of my students to see real specimens of some of the minerals and rocks that they had 
studied in the geology unit that we’d recently finished. The students, in addition to being glad of 
the chance to enjoy a bit of air, were excited to see the shop as well, and as we walked into town I 
congratulated myself on my wonderful stroke of teaching strategy.  
 Though I wasn’t familiar with the store hours, I assumed that the shop would be open at 
2:00 on a Tuesday. When my tidy line of students and I arrived at the storefront and saw who 
must have been Mr. Robertson sitting on a folding chair beside the door, I nodded in a friendly 
manner to the young man and took the lead in order to enter the store. 
 You can imagine my confusion when Robertson, still seated and squinting suspiciously at 
my students, spit a disgusting stream of tobacco juice and told us, “The store ain’t open.” Not 
believing what I’d heard and taking note of the open door before me, I turned and asked him if 
I’d heard correctly. 
 “Yep,” he drawled. “It ain’t open, and I want to know just what you think you’re a doin’ 
marchin’ in here with this bunch a kids.”  
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 Still not realizing what kind of a cretin I was dealing with, I explained that I’d heard 
about his shop and felt like it would be wonderfully educational if he would allow my students to 
quietly browse his store for a half hour or so while I told them about the minerals and rocks that 
they saw. It was a perfectly reasonable request, and I was sure he’d change his mind. 
 It turns out he did not.  
“What good are a bunch of poor kids and a softie old school marm gonna do for my new 
business? I’m here to make me some money. You got any money?” he growled. 
Taken by surprise at his affront to my masculinity and incredulous over being called a 
“school marm,” I stammered that I did not have any money and that he must have misunderstood 
my intent. Surely he could allow a quick tour, and perhaps someone would see something that he 
might want to purchase later. I looked back into his dark, nearly closed eyes and waited for any 
change in his expression. 
Instead he stared at me, surveying me with what I can only call ill-founded disdain. By 
now becoming a bit agitated, I shed my previous courteousness and stared back, as formidably as 
I could. A few of the boys in the back of my group snickered, and I must admit looking back that it 
might have looked a bit humorous to see a Summa Cum Laude graduate of The University of 
Georgia in some sort of standoff with a rawboned country boy who apparently fancied himself to 
be some sort of gemological gatekeeper.   
But at the moment I saw no humor in the situation. I whirled around and shot my best 
teacher stare at the group of students. All snickering disappeared. When I turned back to face my 
new adversary, however, I was surprised to see that he’d retreated into his shop. Thinking that he 
would close the door, produce a “closed” sign, or find some other way to justify his odd 
standoffishness, I was just about to turn and lead the students back up the hill to the school when 
he reappeared carrying a hunk of what looked like a whitish colored mineral in his hands.  
“Tell ya what,” he said, with a mischievous glint in his eyes, “I’ll let y’all in if yer 
teacher here can tell me the name of this here mineral.” 
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The students all swung their gazes from Robertson’s hand to my face, searching for a 
sign as to whether or not I would accept the challenge. It was not the type of challenge that the 
drunken Kappa Alphas back in my university days would make such a fuss about, the type that 
would have led to a duel in the not so distant past. But this was a challenge nonetheless, and it 
was just the sort of challenge that I relish, a challenge of intellect and knowledge. 
“Of course I’ll identify this mineral,” I announced, confident that my knowledge of 
geology would allow me to correctly identify the mineral and save my honor in front of my class. 
I snatched the milky looking formation and immediately noticed the perfect basal cleavage and 
monoclinic crystal system. It appeared to be a silicate, and I was sure if I could see the streak 
then I would emerge triumphantly, able to produce the name and, for good measure, the chemical 
composition. I was pretty sure that it was Muscovite, due to the aforementioned characteristics, 
but as a streak test is a better indicator than color, I needed to be sure. 
“Do you happen to have an unglazed tile for me to produce a streak with, kind sir?” I 
asked in such a way as to suggest that he might not be savvy enough with minerals to know what I 
was talking about, but to my surprise, he nodded quickly, fished in his front shirt pocket for a 
moment, and produced a small strip of porcelain tile. 
I could feel all eyes glued on my every move, so I took my time as I rubbed the mineral 
across the tile, noting the colorless streak and confirming my suspicions. “This,” I proclaimed in 
a loud voice with a wide, sweeping motion of my hand, “is a fine specimen of Muscovite, the 
chemical composition being KAl2(Si3Al)O10(OH,F)2.  Now will you let my class in so they can be 
informed properly of just what it is they see in your little shop?” 
I scanned the faces of my students, confident of seeing awestruck looks and utter 
admiration, but as I looked from face to face, I noticed that their eyes were all fastened on 
something of great interest behind me. Not yet realizing what was occurring, I swung around to 
face Robertson, expecting that he might revert to physical reprisal as a way to make up for the 
thorough intellectual depantsing that he’d just endured.  
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Instead, as I faced him, I saw him slap his knee in the most exaggerated and dramatic 
way I’ve ever seen and let out one of the the most guttural whoops of laughter that I’ve ever 
encountered. “Yer wrong, professor,” he snorted through his laughter. “You’re dead wrong and 
I can prove it.” 
 “Impossible,” I declared, “If this is not a piece of Muscovite, then what is it?”  
“That there is Biotite. A white Biotite, to be exact, and I got a bunch more of ‘em for 
sale.” He giggled with a disgusting self-satisfaction that brought me as near to wishing physical 
misfortune on someone as I’d been since my final schoolyard brawl, some twenty years earlier. 
Still confident in my classification, I rallied back, declaring “That is is impossible. Biotite 
is dark brown or even black. Though I grant that the crystallization is similar, I’ve never seen a 
white Biotite, and this, sir, is a hunk of Muscovite.” 
I stamped my foot for emphasis, ready to end our little tete-a-tete for good. But when he 
reached into his pocket and produced a small cup and a small bottle of sulfuric acid, I knew that I 
had been had, so to speak. Giggling the whole time like a child, he deftly poured the acid into the 
cup, chipped a piece of the mineral off using a tiny mineral hammer that seemed to appear out of 
nowhere, and plopped the mineral into the acid.  
Of course I knew that Muscovite was insoluble in acids, so I didn’t even need to hear the 
slight bubbling sound as the piece of Biotite began to dissolve to know that I’d been bested. I was 
sure that I would be able to get it right without the acid test, but the moment he produced his vial, 
I knew he’d tricked me. 
“You see,” he carefully intoned, all traces of laughter gone from his voice, “Biotite is 
usually dark colored, but this here is the Rock Shop, and if it’s rare, it’s here. I got ten more a 
these and I know where to get more. Now get on back up that hill and learn enough to teach these 
young’uns the right way.” 
He stared at me, unblinking, and then turned quickly on his heels and disappeared into 
his shop. Facing my students, knowing that he was right, I just couldn’t face the prospect of 
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owning up to such a failure on my part. “He switched the minerals somehow,” I muttered, 
knowing that they would know the truth, but as we turned to go, I didn’t notice any reproving 
looks from my class, only looks of confused awe as a few of them stole glances back toward the 
shop. Unable to look them in the eye, I slowly led them back up the hill, still chastising myself for 
my haughty foolishness. 
Now I know he knows a great deal about rocks, but I still think he has a lack of decorum 
that is no less than shameful. Now, almost nine months later, he beckons me toward his shop with 
a devilish grin each time I walk through town. It’s embarrassing and crass, but I must admit, the 
young man knows his mineralogy. I’ll never buy anything from his store, however, as I still 
believe firmly that gentlemanliness is important, and this young Rock Man, as he likes to call 























  They did say this guy was crazy. Not crazy in the way that I’d have to use my .38 or my 
12-gauge, but nutty, weird. “How weird can it can it get?” I thought. I’ve been in this business a 
long time. 
I thought I’d seen it all. I really did. I mean you have to have a pretty good sense of 
humor when you drive an armored car for a living. You have to find ways to keep your mind off of 
the fact that just about everybody you pass thinks, at least for a minute, that it might be possible 
to get rid of you and get to what you have in the back of the truck. Most people probably don’t 
think about it for long, but I follow company procedure and wear a vest and a gun for those who 
make it their life’s work to think about how to get whatever it is I’m not being paid nearly enough 
to haul. They said he was crazy, but I’ve seen plenty and didn’t really think much about it. 
 This beats all I’ve ever seen though. It’s supposed to be my day off, my every other 
Monday that lets me be able to see my kids when they come home from school, and I’m sitting 
here missing my supper while I wait in this tiny little rat hole town while a bunch of IRS sons of 
bitches roll quarters. Yep. Roll quarters, dimes, and nickels. I swear I’ll leave if they tell me 
they’re moving to pennies.  
 Sure, I said, I’ll take an extra shift and get my time and a half. It’s a pretty ride up out of 
Atlanta and they said it should be an easy cash pickup. Of course we brought the guns and the 
vests; it is an armored pickup after all, but these IRS jerks assured me that the properties were 
seized and the payee was ready to pay cash.  
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 I’m sure I should have asked how much we would be collecting, but people don’t 
normally settle 2.9 million dollar debts with the Revenue boys in cash. Even when I found out it 
was that much, I figured we’d just pick up a few boxes from some rich hillbilly and be back on 
our way down 575. I could have gotten home to meet the kids at the bus with my little extra 
money coming on my next check and been done with it. 
But no, it couldn’t be that easy. Now I’m sitting here staring out of my window, bored to 
death and staring into the eyes of some little carved wooden Buddha thing that’s surrounded by 
hundreds of what look like bead necklaces and a bunch of other weird looking rocks. Of course I 
can’t leave the cabin of this truck, especially with what turned out to be a 2.9 million dollar 
pickup, but it looks like this store was closed down a long time ago anyway. This town is actually 
kind of creepy that way: more than half of the little brick buildings on the main drag look like this 
“shop” I’m wasting my life away in front of. Nobody coming or going. I know they said they froze 
this guy’s assets, but I’ll be danged if it looks like these little places were ever open for business. 
They told me these places all belonged to this guy. They call him the Rock Man, but I 
know one thing, he didn’t make enough money to owe 2.9 mil to the IRS hocking these funky 
looking beads and crystals. In fact, this whole town doesn’t look like there would be 2.9 million 
dollars worth of anything at all.  
They told me this guy was kind of crazy, most likely harmless, but I had no idea that 
anyone would be kooky enough to try and pay off a multimillion dollar tax bill with change. I 
mean hell, I throw my spare change in an old water cooler bottle and cash it in every now and 
again so I can take the kids to Six Flags, but this is ridiculous. 
\But I saw it with my own two eyes. The agents came boiling out of their Crown Vics like 
they always do, trying to look tough and important like on TV, and they marched into that shop 
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like they were really going to take care of some business. I assumed everything was going as 
planned when they came out with briefcases and boxes that turned out to be stuffed with hundred 
dollar bills, but when I figured they should be about done, they asked me if I wanted them to 
bring me a barbeque sandwich because they’d have to load the rest after lunch.  
“After lunch?” I asked, and they kind of laughed and said we hadn’t even got started on 
what we were in for today so I’d better tell them something to bring me or go hungry. Wasn’t 
much I could do, so I told them to bring me a sandwich and waited in the same place I’ve been 
waiting for the five hours since then. They came back a little later with a dang good barbeque 
sandwich, one of the few bright spots of the day, and they told me the place they got it had 
sawdust on the floor.  
“Great,” I thought to myself, “I come waste my day-off to come to some place where they 
can’t even afford proper flooring and some crazy old sonofabitch is going to pay off Uncle Sam 
with a bunch of spare change.”  
They had already eaten their food, so I just sat in the truck eating my sandwich, and I 
must admit I was laughing as they leaned their rifles on the front of the little rock shop and 
headed up the hill to see if the Citizen’s Bank had anything to roll up that change with. It was 
funny then. Wannabe big- timer feds waddling up the hill of some little redneck, one-horse town 
to find nickel rolls: I had to laugh. 
It’s not funny now. I’ve been sitting here all day.  My rear end hurts and my wife is 
probably wondering why I’m not home for dinner. They tell me the old Rock Man, the kook that’s 
tying up the better part of the Atlanta IRS office’s man power with this stunt, sits in a red pickup 
truck every day in this little town just watching everything that goes on. My hat’s off to him, I 
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guess, because I’m about to go crazy with boredom and I’ve only been here for one day. He must 
see something a hell of lot more interesting than what I’ve seen. 
This better be done soon. I’m sure this is the kind of place where the sidewalks roll up at 
6:00 and everybody goes home for a home-cooked meal. My barbeque sandwich is long gone and 
my patience went a while before that.  
I thought I’d seen it all, but I obviously haven’t. If I’d seen it all I would have known to 
just sleep in on my day-off and let somebody else take the extra shift that would take them to Ball 
Ground. Paying four years back taxes with nickels and dimes? Beats everything I’ve ever seen. 
Hell, if I were smarter I would have gotten a better job a long time ago, but like I said, I guess my 
sense of humor has usually seen me through. I’ve learned to laugh at the fact that my job usually 
puts me in harm’s way, even to laugh when people try to rob me. Hell, I laughed my tail off when 
that moron tried to shoot the windows open on my bulletproof truck. You have to find the humor 
in things.  
But this ain’t  funny.  Now I’m sure I’d laugh at this if I read it in the paper and didn’t 
happen to be the unlucky bastard who had to sit here for hours while a bunch of federal agents 
roll change, but as of now, I’m irritated, tired, and sorry I ever agreed to come collecting from 



































                    
 
 
 
 
 
‐Notarized document filed by Robertson with the Cherokee County Superior 
Court in 2000.   (Currently on file at the Cherokee County Courthouse). 
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Oscar Robertson hated the modern tax system. Already a man who maintained a 
smoldering ire toward any person or group that tried to exert power over him in any way, he 
naturally despised the IRS. An early and ardent supporter of the ideas that make up what would 
now be called the Fair Tax movement, Robertson was always quick to tell anyone who would 
listen about his plan that would restore what he thought to be the natural order of things, his 
10% flat tax. Robertson’s ideal tax system consisted of a simple 10% tax on what he called 
“payroll” that would be added to a 10% tax on gasoline and paid to the state. His plan was 
reminiscent of the nation’s early days, where from 1791 to 1802 the United States federal 
government was supported solely by internal taxes on items like distilled spirits, tobacco, 
carriages, refined sugar, corporate bonds, and slaves. Robertson’s ideal tax system was a far cry 
from the modern income tax system, which is not surprising given that his overall approach to 
most things seemed to be a bit out step with modernity. 
Though his own ideas about how taxes should operate were closer to the system in 
place at the nation’s inception, Robertson might have actually preferred to operate under the 
tax system in place during the founding of his native Cherokee County in 1831. During those 
days, from 1817 until the Civil War, the federal government had done away with all internal 
taxes and obtained all of its tax revenue through tariffs on imported goods. Robertson, never an 
avid consumer of foreign goods (devoted instead to domestic companies like Chevrolet and 
Checkers), could plausibly have gone without paying the federal government a cent had he been 
around in Cherokee’s early days.  
The early 1830’s, in fact, might have been the only time that Robertson would have 
been able to tolerate the federal government in general. Andrew Jackson had ascended to the 
Presidency in 1828, bringing both his famous “rabble” and a backcountry savvy to the White 
House that Robertson would have certainly identified with. Waging war against the idea of a 
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national Bank of the United States and often coming down on the sides of state’s rights 
(especially when it benefitted Jackson politically), Old Hickory would have most likely won the 
hard‐earned approval of the Rock Man. 
It was Andrew Jackson’s refusal to enforce the Supreme Court’s ruling against the state 
of Georgia’s plans to forcibly remove the Cherokee that lead to the Trail of Tears, further 
deepening the connection between Robertson’s world and the administration of what might be 
called a kindred spirit. Though neither seemed to hold any specific ill‐will toward the Cherokee 
people themselves (Robertson claiming partial Cherokee heritage and Jackson claiming at one 
time, albeit ironically, that it would be “unjust” to forcibly remove the tribe), both men 
benefitted from the Cherokee removal. Robertson eventually would inhabit and make his 
fortune in the hills that the Cherokee were forced to leave, and Jackson was able to continue the 
expansion of the young nation so as to further his vision of the agricultural republic that Thomas 
Jefferson had supported in his earliest arguments against a strong federal system. 
Old Hickory and the Rock Man. The connections between these two men, both carrying 
primitive nicknames that acknowledge their earthy, common beginnings, prove uncanny.  
Andrew Jackson, a self‐made man from the country who rode a tide of fame won as a 
war hero to the presidency, was known as a champion of the common man, a champion of 
democracy, a champion of a government “by” the people.  Known for his hot‐headedness, his 
frontier origins, and the personal venom with which he attacked his political enemies, Jackson 
nevertheless retained a personal gentlemanliness and courtly manner that did not quite match 
the public’s expectations of him.  Known as a protector of state’s rights and a sworn enemy of a 
large federal system, he once stood strongly with the Union and passed the Force Bill of 1833 to 
force South Carolina into accepting a protective tariff that the South Carolinians felt favored the 
established, industrial, and aristocratic East (Jackson’s supposed enemies). Ambitious, hard‐
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headed, and at times ruthless, Jackson’s legacy is one of individualism and democracy, but his 
positions and allegiances were never quite so easy to discern or define.  
In short, Jackson was no stranger to reversing course or taking an unexpected position 
in order to further his own agendas and personal gains. At once a roughneck and a gentleman, a 
bully and a diplomat, a champion of the common man and a friend to the establishment, 
Jackson’s legacy is one of maximizing his opportunities in order to best forward his own 
agendas. 
Oscar Robertson shared many of Jackson’s characteristics. A child of the rural South and 
a man of limited education, the Rock Man harnessed his impressive common sense and natural 
business savvy to become a stalwart ruler in his self‐chosen kingdom. Constantly aware of 
personal rivalries and affronts from his enemies (some real, some no doubt imagined), 
Robertson was quick to back out of land deal or refuse to sell to someone as a way of 
antagonizing whomever was unlucky enough to raise his considerable ire. A vocal critic of 
government on all levels, from the federal to city level, Robertson could quickly put aside his 
anti‐governmental views in order to sell parcels of his land to various government entities if the 
price was right or the situation suited him. 
At times almost incoherent in his ramblings about rocks and minerals and often 
downright ludicrous in regard to his stories of famous friends and rare findings on his lands, 
Robertson was nevertheless known to most as being “crazy like a fox,” all too eager to have 
people believe that he was insane so that he could more easily carry out his own agendas. At 
once a lifelong loner and an incurable motor mouth, a curmudgeonly anti‐progress stalwart in 
the town of Ball Ground and a busy, free‐wheeling land speculator all over the rest of North 
Georgia, a madman and a self‐styled genius, Oscar “The Rock Man” Robertson shared a duplicity 
of nature with our nation’s seventh president.  
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Perhaps he might have fit in better in the world of Andrew Jackson, a world where a 
man was allowed to fulfill his own dreams on his own terms. Perhaps the open frontier and less 
labyrinthine political landscape would have better suited Robertson’s sense of largesse, allowing 
him to hold forth about his ideas and have them become law without too much bureaucratic red 
tape.  Perhaps he falls into that unfortunate class of men that are, like Miniver Cheevy, “born 
too late” and forced to live a life of feeling misplaced and out of touch. Perhaps.  
 
Nevertheless, Oscar Robertson did not inhabit the Cherokee County of 1831, so when 
the Internal Revenue Service came calling in 1994, he had to pay up. Despite his fervent belief in 
a state‐specific flat tax and his numerous manifestoes, proclamations, and resolutions that were 
to be mailed to the sheriff’s office in Canton, the IRS in Washington D.C. and the UN in Geneva, 
the Rock Man had never succeeded in changing any tax laws. Though he did briefly serve on the 
Ball Ground city council in late 1950s and early 60s and was an instrumental player in the push 
to have staurolite adopted as the Georgia state mineral in 1976, Robertson had long been 
content to talk, bluster, and hurl written diatribes at the tax system from his position as a 
private citizen, never doing much at all to precipitate any real changes in the tax code.  
Alas, despite his frequent contentions to the contrary, Oscar “The Rock Man” Robertson 
did not carry enough political clout to do anything at all about taxes and the IRS’s nagging habit 
of wanting to collect them.  They came collecting in 1994, and in classic small town fashion, a 
bumper crop of stories sprang up around how much was owed and just what the IRS took away 
in the armored truck that day. 
The armored truck, in fact, is one of the few agreed upon details of the day’s events.  
Differing news accounts tell slightly different stories, but most agree that twenty of Robertson’s 
buildings in downtown Ball Ground and sixteen parcels of land in Cherokee, Pickens, and Gordon 
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counties were seized in early March 1994 to cover a nearly three million dollar tax debt owed to 
the IRS from 1987 to 1991.  Two weeks after the seizure, The Cherokee Tribune reported that 
Robertson had settled his debt with the IRS and reclaimed access to his seized properties.  
Townspeople had seen the Brinks truck and the armed agents, but the IRS would not 
comment on how the debt was satisfied. Robertson claimed that he had been ordered to tell 
inquirers only that he was once again the president of his “company,” allowing him to return to 
his duty as the CEO and sole employee, which consisted mainly of sitting in his rock shops and 
glowering at passersby. He added that he would not be able to discuss the matter over the 
phone anyway, as his lines were tapped. In typical cryptic fashion, the Rock Man did not say who 
was tapping his phones, only allowing that The Rock Man was officially back in the good graces 
with the IRS. 
The responsible reportage from the Tribune in the days after the event was forced to 
remain somewhat tame, as verifiable information was hard to come by. Those who paid their 
twenty‐five cents to read of Robertson’s exploits in the local county paper might have felt a bit 
shortchanged, as the article mentioned nothing that even slightly resembled the stories on the 
lips of the Ball Ground residents.  
Unencumbered by any sort of journalistic code, those lucky enough to be in town that 
day to witness the event (and of course those who had the luxury of speaking to someone who 
was there or even just knowing someone who had claimed to be there) let their tongues wag 
without a trace of the restraint showed by the Tribune.  
The word was that he had paid cash for the whole amount. Some claimed he gave them 
boxes full of hundred dollar bills. Some claimed that he paid the entire bill in singles (because 
everybody knew he liked to go to nudie bars). Others claimed that he paid a mixture of 
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hundreds and assorted smaller bills before paying the last ten to eighty thousand dollars (based 
on the storyteller) in change. 
Some said he had all the cash stashed in a vault in the basement of the old Citizens Bank 
building that he’d purchased when the bank moved into its new building up the street. Some 
said he had the cash stuffed in mason jars and hidden all over his properties. Some claimed that 
he pointed the IRS agents in the direction of what looked like fifty‐five gallon drums full of 
change and told them to count it. There were even rumors of guns and booby traps. Mayor Rick 
Roberts, mayor in 1994 and sixteen years later in 2010, shakes his head and laughs about the 
whole tax incident.  
A lifelong Ball Ground resident, Alfred Roy Roberts III (known as Rick) spent his younger 
years in the bustling and prosperous Ball Ground of the early 1960s. This Ball Ground, still 
vibrant and second only to Canton in population and economic prosperity, was home to the 
Roberts Marble Company, still the largest of several marble monument businesses in Ball 
Ground at the time. It was Rick Roberts’ great grandfather, Alfred Webb Roberts who had 
founded the marble business with several of his sons in 1898, and Rick’s father, Alfred Roy 
Roberts Jr. (known as Roy Jr.), operated a general store and sold real estate from downtown Ball 
Ground through the 60s before moving to Canton to open a real estate office as Ball Ground 
began its slow decline. 
Rick Roberts, current mayor of Ball Ground, explains that Ball Ground’s decision to not 
install a sewer system in the late 60s (and again in the 70s) doomed the town to the stagnation 
that he has spent most of his mayoral term trying to reverse. Woodstock, on the south end of 
Cherokee County and on the same railroad line as Ball Ground, took the opposite route and 
decided to install a sewer line in the late 1960s. Roberts points to this difference in the 
respective cities’ history as proof of Ball Ground’s error. 
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The difference in the trajectories of the two towns could not be more different. 
Woodstock’s sewer system allowed for dizzying growth and progress, and Ball Ground’s decision 
to pass on the sewer system, due to a desire to avoid an extra fee on the water bills of the 
elderly residents of Ball Ground, doomed Ball Ground’s downtown area to relying on septic 
systems, effectively crippling the town’s ability to grow. The decision to pass on a sewer system 
also paved the way for Oscar Robertson to buy so much real estate in Ball Ground, eventually 
compounding Ball Ground’s stagnation further. As of 2010, Woodstock’s population has grown 
to over 20,000, making it one of the fastest growing cities in the nation, while Ball Ground’s 
population remains under 1,000.  
It was during these years of decline through the 60s and 70s that Oscar Robertson built 
his Ball Ground empire, buying one building at a time when it seemed obvious to everyone else 
that buying buildings in downtown Ball Ground was an exercise in futility. Rick Roberts points to 
this fact with a grudging admiration for Robertson, explaining that despite his numerous 
disagreements with the Rock Man, he always respected Oscar’s business sense and notes that 
anyone could have bought those buildings if they wanted to. People have always been unfair to 
Robertson when they claim that he bought up most of downtown with some sort of nefarious 
motive. The fact is, says Rick Roberts, no one wanted those buildings, and it was Robertson’s 
right to buy them and do what he pleased with them.  
Returning to the subject of taxes ends Roberts’ brief concession to the Rock Man’s 
business acumen, however, and when asked about the 1994 IRS tax seizure, Roberts tells a 
simple story that he feels sums up Oscar and his relationship with taxes. 
Roberts, a prominent banker who mixes a politician’s knack for diplomatic speech and 
an impish sense of fun, tells the story of taking his young son, Alfred, to purchase a garnet from 
Robertson during the mid 1990s, somewhere near the time of the IRS tax fiasco.  
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Young Alfred, it seems, possessed that unique single‐mindedness of children and 
geniuses that sent him headlong into whatever his latest interest might be. Once it was 
butterflies, prompting the purchase of a net and several books. Another foray sent Rick and his 
young son in search of maple trees to tap for syrup. This time it was gems, and seven year old 
Alfred was sure that he would one day find the next Hope diamond. In the meantime, he read 
everything he could get his hands on about gems and minerals, and when it came for him to add 
to his modest collection of quartz and other odds and ends he’d found on his own, Rick knew 
just where to take his burgeoning gemologist. 
This, mind you, was sometime before the well was poisoned between Rick Roberts and 
the Rock Man, so when Mayor Roberts brought his young son into the Rock Shop that day, the 
Rock Man was ready to ply his wares to the son of mayor. With characteristic gusto and bluster, 
Robertson winked as he held forth about how smart a boy must be to get interested in rocks, 
that rocks and gems were indeed the realm of the real geniuses. This young man, he told Rick, 
was no doubt a genius 
Alfred perused the shop, finally settling on a deep red garnet, and the Rock Man 
deepened his admiration for the young boy, declaring that of course a genius would pick out the 
very best garnet that he had for sale. Well aware of the Rock Man’s slippery pricing tactics 
(nothing ever had a price tag and Robertson was notorious for offering the same string of beads 
to a beautiful woman for $5, a male rock collector for $50, and flat out refusing to sell anything 
to anyone if the mood struck him), Rick reminded Oscar that Alfred would be paying with his 
own money he’d saved from his allowance. 
Robertson paused for a moment and declared that, though it pained him, he could part 
with his best garnet, as long as it went to a genius, for ten dollars.  As the boy reached his tiny 
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hands into his billfold and produced two five dollar bills, Oscar quickly added that he would, of 
course, have to charge an extra fifty cents for sales tax.  
Rick Roberts shakes his head and chuckles as he tells this story, adding that he knows for 
certain that Robertson never paid any sales tax to the city, county, or state. Of course Oscar 
wasn’t one to let that fact stop him from collecting an extra half‐dollar from a seven year old.  
The chuckling stops, though, as Rick Roberts leans forward and says, typical of a sitting 
mayor who still dreams of revitalizing the downtown area that Robertson squatted in for so 
long, that though he can’t confirm it, Robertson probably avoided more taxes than he ever paid. 
Delivered with a political slipperiness that implies a certain element of deniability (no doubt 
aimed at mending the schism between the Robertson family and the Ball Ground city 
government), Roberts implies what most would flatly announce as fact: Oscar Robertson did not 
pay his taxes until the threat of imprisonment loomed.  
As for the 1994 payment in cash, Roberts saw the trucks and the agents from his office 
at the Citizens Bank and even charged the IRS agents a small fee to have his tellers roll some of 
the change. Not sure of the amount, he balks at the $80,000 figure quoted by some of the later 
newspaper accounts but acknowledges that there was a very large number of coins taken from 
Robertson’s shop that day. Furthermore, Roberts thinks that the payment in change was staged 
by Robertson to enlarge his stature and bring attention to his shops, somehow serving as 
testament to his self‐declared influence over the town.  
Roberts thinks that Robertson had settled his debt far more conventionally than he 
would have it appear, and he attributes the dramatic showmanship to the Rock Man’s flair for 
the theatrical. Roberts remembers hearing, when he was a boy, that the Rock Man had 
authentic moon rocks in his shop. The Rock Man’s pronouncement, of course, came about a 
week after Neil Armstrong’s first steps on the moon. Ball Ground residents had grown used to 
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such pronouncements from Robertson, as over the years he had claimed to be friends with 
several U.S. presidents, to have thwarted Nazis tunneling under one of “his” mountains (as he 
liked to call them) and eventually would accuse the City Council of Ball Ground of being “a 
bunch of moffia (sic)” that was ready and willing to kill him at their first chance. Always keeping 
his own counsel and never afraid to venture into the spectacular and unverifiable, it was hard to 
read the Rock Man. 
The truth is that no one really knows what went on that day in 1994. Rick Roberts insists 
that Oscar Robertson staged the entire event in order to further his eccentric image and create 
an aura of mystique and power around his already notorious position as the town’s miserly 
curmudgeon.  
Roberts insists that the Rock Man was not crazy, but rather that he loved to keep people 
off balance and guessing so that he could more deftly maneuver his numerous land deals and 
keep anyone from infringing on his business interests. Roberts does think that Robertson 
suffered from what psychologists call “delusions of grandeur,” but he also is quick to add that as 
an undergraduate at the University of Georgia he took an abnormal psychology class and was 
amazed at how he could imagine a member of his hometown for nearly every disorder that he 
learned about. To Roberts, the Rock Man, though a little bit nutty in a town full of nuts, was not 
insane. 
According to Mayor Roberts, Robertson’s machinations were nothing more than the 
actions of a man desperate for the town’s attention.  He probably paid the majority of the tax 
debt with a large check or wire transfer, and the few boxes of cash and change were purely for 
show, a kind of morality play to show the people who was the righteous one and who was really 
in control.  
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The IRS has surely long forgotten the incident and the government has long ago spent 
the money they collected that day. The persistence of the stories, however, prove that 
Robertson must have had a knack for showmanship, the touch of the snake oil salesman or the 
patent medicine hocking huckster from an earlier time. He knew he’d get a few more curious 
customers traveling from around the South in search of gems or maybe just a good story. But 
either way, he’d gain a few more ears to listen to his stories and a way to bolster the self 
created legend of the Rock Man. Maybe he’d fill his already deep pockets a bit fuller, too. 
Robertson probably got a kick out frustrating and snarling the the schedules of a 
number of IRS agents that day, and he probably remembered that day often as he sat behind 
the wheel of his Chevy truck, surveying the comings and goings in what he liked call “his” town 
and planning his next stunt.  
The Rock Man could not get out of paying his taxes that day, but the bizarre events 
surrounding this incident bring up questions about his real motive. Did he see himself as a 
champion of the little guy, the crafty rural hero with the cleverness and guts to take on the 
Feds? Was he really just selfish and greedy, doggedly pursuing any angle he could to save what 
he viewed as his hard earned money? Was he in fact delusional, thinking that he really did not 
owe the money and that his machinations were the justified actions of the one man who did not 
have to fork over his portion to the government?  Or did he just a kick out of keeping people 
talking?  
Maybe he sensed his standing as a town treasure, somehow aware that people from 
Ball Ground had the odd habit of disparaging him, denouncing his strange ways and standoffish 
attitude while at the same time beaming with a strange mixture of pride and kinship. He might 
be a wacko, they’d say, but their body language would imply the unspoken message that his 
weirdness was a very real part of the town, a part that was not to be denied or explained away. 
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Maybe the Rock Man could feel all this without being to articulate his feelings, leading him to 
take on the IRS out of some twisted sense of duty to his town and to his reputation as the 
resident insane genius of Ball Ground. All the better if he could drum up some publicity, of 
course.  
No one will know for sure why he did whatever it was he did that day, but the fact 
remains that the tax incident had less to do with actual money and more to do with something 
else. What that something else was, however, will probably remain a mystery along with so 
many of the actual events of that day. The time the Rock Man took on the Tax Man would 
forever remain enveloped in myth and mystery, embellished time and again as a bit of cherished 
small‐town folklore.     
One can’t help but imagine the befuddlement of the IRS agents as they drove south on I‐
575 that evening on their trip back to Atlanta.  Rick Roberts thinks they might have even 
collected less money than they had planned to in order to cut short the change‐counting fiasco 
and avoid any further dealings with such a strange and potentially unstable man. Either way, 
they must have shaken their heads in wonder at the odd charlatan that seemed to descend from 
the long tradition of self educated, self made quacks and hucksters that made their livings by 
knowing how to play the crowd. This was America, after all, a place where one didn’t need a 
fancy degree to get rich. Enough gumption and a keen nose for a buck could allow a man to 
make himself into anything he wanted, the establishment be damned.  
Robertson was too shrewd to be beaten. If he had to lose, he might as well turn the 
whole thing into some publicity, adhering to the old, seemingly American maxim that any 
publicity at all is good publicity.  The IRS came collecting, but the Rock Man won the day. Long 
used to biding his time, Robertson put his own knack for sitting and waiting to work for him. He 
in essence turned the IRS’s attempt to collect from him into something like one his countless 
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searches for treasure among the hills. He would make them locate what they wanted among a 
seeming ocean of what they didn’t want. Just as he would pick through hundreds of pieces of 
nondescript gravel searching for a garnet or a citrine, they would have to sift carefully through 
his shop, separating their quarry from the dross. Searching for anything from nickels to hundred 
dollar bills, the IRS agents would have to apply the same single‐minded tenacity that the Rock 
Man applied to his collecting if they were to find their treasure. He must have known they 
wouldn’t be able to outwait him. The IRS agents left that day like so many amateur gem 
grubbers must have left one of the guided “treasure hunts” Robertson was always so eager to 
sell. They would doubtless walk away with something, taking a tiny piece of rose quartz or 
maybe, if they were lucky, a fairy cross. They would take something small with them for 
posterity, but they would have paid a steep price for their trinket and leave the real treasure 
intact, waiting to be uncovered by the Rock Man himself.  
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